CLEMENCEAU AT HIS SCULPTOR'S      209

a pretty little contraption for necessary articles like a
powder-box, lip-stick. . . .

CLEMENCEAU: Yes, indeed; I even said to Citroen,
* It's a pity that you can't throw into the bargain a little
girl who might find these tilings useful/

PIETRI : That bargain reminds me a little of the one you
once made at Djipur. . . .

CLEMEXCEAU : Oh, yes. One day in a little village
called Djipur, in the East Indies, I noticed at a dealer's
a little statuette which represented a God and Goddess in
the act of making love, saving your presence. I said to
the dealer, c I like your statuette. How much is it ? * He
answered, fi Because it's you, seventy-five rupees/ I said,
c Because it's me, I offer you forty-five for it/ He raised
his hands to heaven. c Forty-five rupees! You're making
fun of me. What if anyone happened ro hear cf it ?
People would say . . / and so forth. I said, "Forty-
five rupees/ Then he made a fine gesture of indignation.
c Impossible. I'd rather give it to you/ * Agreed! *
I reached out my hand, took the statuette, stuiFed it into
my pocket, and said, ' You are extraordinarily kind, and
I thank you. But it is quite evident that this gift can only
corne from a friend to a friend/ "Yes, of course/
e Consequently, you won't take it amiss if I in turn make
you a gift/ * Naturally not/ * Well, here are forty-five
rupees to use in good works/ He took the forty-five
rupees and we parted enchanted with each other*

\We arrive in the sad, grey Utth street
called the Rrtf ds Vilhrsexsl* Ccgxfs
$t^ul^Q is number 9. We cross the
courtyard. Cogue's assistant opws the
door for us. CogrJ comes forward^ bows,
* Mr. President.9 He is a small